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PROFESSIONAL CARDS. 

"'=W. IL ALLEY, 
I 

PHYSICIAN and SURGEON 
Forrest City* Ark. 

J. R. CASON, M. D. 

PHYSICIAN and SURGEON 
Forrest City, Ark. 

■ —. 

6F*ClALTlics: — Diseases of the Eye. Ear. Nose 
and Throat. 

OrriCK:—Ovr L. Roll wage & Co.’s Store. 
— 

5 W. NORTON. J. M. PRKWKTT. 

NORTON & PREWETT, 

Attorneys at Law, 
Will practice in the First and Second Judi- 

cial Circuits and in the Federal and 

Supreme Courts. 

crr::z n? kiitaoi BULrafo. 7:22221 :rrr. aex 

R. J. WILLIAMS, 
I 

ATTORNEY at LAW 

Forrest City, Ark. 

J. B. BECK, 
Carpenter & Builder/ 

FORRKSTCITY, ARK. 
All work intrusted to him will have his per- 
sonal attention. Satisfaction guaranteed. 
Give him a call. 

M. N. GAINES, 
NOTARY PUBLIC, 

Forrest City, Ark. 
Acknowledgments and all Notarial Work 

solicited. 
Offleo ov«*r «l. W. Iteek «&- Co. 

Btimalrs l'urnishrd on nil Kinds llrirk Work 

C. W. WELCH, 
CONTRACTOR ANO BUILDER 

WYNNE, ARK. 
tWBriek for Sale. Correspondence Solid led 

I 

CURES ALL SKIN 
AND 

BLOOD DI5EA5E5. 
^Iirinid^cTrbTn ttlon. 

of all 

i 

—0£iiduk>n^lu«^Uwnar 11 u n l^Jrr*jgIftrUle*^j 

LIPPJCAN BEOS., Proprietor, 
Llppm&n's Block, 8AVANA dt GA* 

i'ur sale by Wiuthiop & Co. 

DREAM-LAND. 
Though the years be fled, and the pain Is dead, I And the grief is over long, 

| Yet on dream-land track doth the soul "o back, 
I And lo! the sound of a song 
| That rings from a glade where the trees are 

green, 
Where the wind of sorrow never hath becal 
And out of the night come back to sight 

The forms and faces of yore, 
The old love wakes, and the old joy takes 

Color and light once more: 
! There sounds a voice we can never hear, 

| A step that has left us for many a year. 

The sunbeams creep over eyes that sleep, 
And we wake w ith a start to know 

; That in fair dream land we have clasped a hand 
Which held ours—long ago! 

And we thrill to a touch that is lingering yet 
To a passion of love, and of vain regret. 

And for many a day we wend our way 
The unseen world around us, 

Tor the soul has snapped the chain that 
wrapped 

The earthly links that bound us, 
And the workaday world around us seems 
Less real by far than the land of dreams. 

—Mary Gorges, in Chambers' Journal. 

I THE PARSON’S QUEST. 
IIow It Ended in “ The Emma 

Saloon.” 

There was a breezy crowd over in the 
Emma salopn one night less than a year 
ago. and every man was well heeled, 
carrying his revolver handy, and wore 
his shirt open at the neck. As for the 
women—there was only one, and she 
rejoiced in the soubriquet of ’‘Scarred 

! Emma,” and you only had to look at 
her hands to know why. They had 
been burned t<> the bone, and, although 
she wore diamond rings to the first 
joint of every linger, they didn't dis- 
guise the horrid sears, seamed and livid, 
and of these Emma was prouder than 
of the rings. Well she might be. Had i 
she not saved the lives of men and I 
women bearing them in her arms from I 
a burning building? And these scars 

were her medals of honor for her 

bravery. 
Some of the gang were playing draw- 

poker, others engaged in a game of | 
seven up. Some drank and loafed, 1 

loafed and drank again, and chaffed 
with the landlady, who was about as 

amiable as a tiger 
On the night here alluded to, ‘‘Scarred 

Emma” was busy handing out the min- 
ers poison in copious doses, and listen- 
ing to such cheap compliments as were 

not too suggestive of revolvers and 
free tights, when the door opened, and 
the deputy sheriff entered the place. 

Everybody rose up, and a shout of 
Welcome greeted the newcomer. 

“Hello, Hill, glad to see yer. Brung 
in any new uns?” 

“Xaw! Evenin’, Em. About two fin- 

gers straight, seein’ 1 jest got in. Been 

to Omaha for a pesky hoss thief. 
Tried to get away, out here, and we 

was goin’ to let him have it, but there 
wuz a leetle weazened parson on the 

j stage an' he interfered and prayed off 

j so fluid like we weakened, an' let the 
feller go with nary a bullet in his 

: carcass. Here's to ye, Em, for the 
! fairest of yer sox. Come on, boys, an j 

fill up at my expense." 
j He tossed off the dram and set the 

tumbler down to be refilled. 
“Where’s the parson?” asked the land- 

lady, smiling on the deputy as she 
measured the fiery fluid with a liberal 
hand. 

“He's stopped o\er to preach at Hell’s 

Delight, but he'll be at the Gulch to- 

i morroy, an' doan yer forget it. less he 

! dies a fore morn in’ kind o' sudden from 

| » dose of cold lead. An’ I’d advise the 
1 boys to grease their boots and be ready, 
! fur lie's a buster, the parson is.” 

“Say. Bill." remarked Emma, stirring 
his w hisky by shaking it in the glass, 

i “is he a young feller?” 
I “Aw, an' sickly. Lord, yer can see 

! daylight through him." 
“Ah' takes sugar in his?" 
“You bet!” 
The crowd roared at Emma's wit, and 

this time she set it up for them herself. 

“Say. Bill, is he really cornin’ here to 

preach? | 
‘•Look here, Km. You're talkin ; 

through your bonnit. Come here he 

i may, but preach—ho! ho! 1 guess not. 

"Who says no?' " asked the woman, 

and tliis time the tiger showed itself in 

her eyes. 
‘•jdo—we all do!” roared the crowd 

in a rude chorus. 
‘‘And I say he shall.” 
And she folded her scarred hands 

across her bosom so that all present 
could see them. That one motion had 

u strange effect upon those human 

covotes, who would have knifed a man 

in the back and made no account of it j 
It is true that even desperadoes have' 

their soft moments. This woman 

standing before them had one claim on 

their respect, and as their eyes followed 
that movement and fell on the scarred 

and cicatrized hands, the dumb appeal 
moved them as nothing else could have 

done. Off went every hat, bearded lips 
I trembled, then, as there was danger of 

j V o much sentiment, there went up a 

cheer from twenty hoarse throats, and 
as Knuna turned to set up again for 
them, she dashed something from her 
eyes that might have been a tear. 

So it happened tiiat when Rev. James 
Forsyth reached i)ead Man’s Gulch, he 
learned that the principal saloon was 

prepared to receive him, being turned 
for the time into a'tneeting house. All 
through the little town and far into 
the surrounding country these placards 
were allixcd to walls and trees: 

* ... ........* 

: GREAT DAY! • 

DIVINE SERVICES i 
in : 

THE EMMA SALOON : 

BY 

: REV. JAMES FORSYTH, D D. \ 
: All Are Invited to Attend Evening Serv- : 

ices at 8 p. in. ; 

1 Please Leave Your Guns with the : 

Ushers. ; 

When the stage reached the Gulch 
the parson who had come on from 
Devil's Delight was in it, but he 
stopped at the tavern until it was time 
to go to meeting. It meant nothing to 
him that he was taking his life in his 
hands to preach the Gospel of Christ 
crucified to these men. What was his 
poor, miserable gift of a dying life, 
compared with these lost souls? De- 
sides—then he coughed terribly, closed 
his eyes, and wiped the cold sweat of 
mortal illness from his face. Ah, 
specious human nature! Sophistries 
that keep it from the debasement of 
overrighteousness! It was of one 

precious sin-sick soul he was thinking, 
and that he hoped to reach through 
this zeal for the brotherhood. 

Poor scarred Emma! She had given 
her influence—-and I have shown that it 
was great—she had given her saloon, 
which was also her throrte, and now 

she was shut up in a miserable, tawdry 
room, partitioned off from the rest, j 
dressed in her Sunday finery, waiting j 
until all the gang had assembled, when 
she would walk in boldly : nd take her 
seat with the rest. Well she knew that 
no woman would be there. No other 
woman would sit under the same roof 
with her, and then she looked down on 

her diamond-bedecked hands. “I can 

buy and sell them all. 1 am no man’s i 
slave and m3' word is law, but—” And J 
then a whole flood of tears came. Dut j 
soon she dashed them away and dried j 
her eves. Another touch of rouge to j 
repair the ravage, and she was ready j 
“to go to church,” as she phrased it to | 
herself. A determined, aggressive fig- j 
ure, dressed in a smart black satin, 
wearing a bow of pink ribbon at the 
throat. It seemed as if the incongruity 
of her attire struck her at the last 
moment, for on the threshold of her 
room she stopped, went back, and 
threw a laee shawl around her shoul- 
ders. Then she made her way to the 
front room, just as the noise of clatter- 
ing boots and grating chairs was 

hushed, and the minister bowed his 
head in pnu'er. 

A dozen men made room for her. 
Their faces brightened as she entered, 
but she did not look at one of them. 
Like one walking in sleep she moved, 
and never took her eyes from the thin, 
meager form of the man who stood in 
the impromptu pulpit, pouring out his 
soul in prayer. 

It was not until the petition was 

ended, and the oppressed listeners had 
relaxed with a sigh, that she sat down 
among the men, where she could see 

without being seen. 

The minister then chose a hymn and 
lined it out: 

“I heard the voice of Jesus say—” 
lie was interrupted by I)epu|y Bill. 
“We can’t sing that, pard—I mean 

parson. Give us something we know.” 
They compromised on “A land that 

is fairer than day.” The parson heard 
the sweet treble of a woman’s voice, 
and wondered much whence it came. 

He looked troubled, and the cough that 

shook him with its paroxysm brought 
out bottles and glasses, but he put 
aside all wffers with a shaking hand. 

“Hearken to me, my friends,” he be- 

gan. solemnly, “and know that you are 

listening to a d3'ing man.” 
He laud not time to announce the 

text, the words of life were hovering 
upon his lips, when there rang through 
the room a woman’s frenzied cry: 

“Oh! Jimmy, Jimmy!” 
“Who spoke, who called me?” asked 

the parson, with white lips, clinging to 

the tah»ie before him. 
“Oh! Jimmy, you're too late—and 

vou’rc killing yourself, and it’s for me, 

and I'm not worth it—l’m-not-worth- 
it!” 

s f_ __ 

She was making her way to min now, 

anti as his eyes lit up his death-pale 
features he prayed: 

‘•At last,” he murmured, “at last, 
and now I’m willing to die! Lord. I— 

thank—Thee.” 
ilia Livid fell forward. A dozen stal- 

wart men jumped to nis side, but when 
he was laid on the nearest bench it 
was “Scarred Emma" who held bis dy- 
ing head on her arm, and it was into 
her face he looked when he opened his 

eyes for a brief coming back to life. 
“Don’t cry.” he said, tenderly, “don't 

cry, Molly—at least not for me—but 
promise me—quick, I’m going soon 

promise1 me to quit this place—now — 

forever.*’ 
“Oh, Jimmy, I can’t. You’ve seen 

them all—tell me, Jimmie, are they— ; 
well—do they ever speak of me?’’ 

“They—are all—well—dear,and safe 
over there! The dour old mother and | 
the little sister. And 1 promised them 
I’d bring—you and—now I’m going 
—without you!" 

“Don’t go. Jimmy, I'll do anything 
if you'll only live. I'll change my 
ways, and do just as you bid me, even 

to turning my back on friends that 
have been good to me. Hut oh, Jimmy, 
I'm not worth dying for—it's too late 
for that.” 

“Not to meet the dear mother and 
little sister! 1 tell you it is not toe 
late. Oh, 1 cannot die in peace if you I 
do not promise. You have no right t< 
lose your soul, child— it is not yours tc 
do with as you please, bnt is bought ! 

with a price. Take those off —" look- 
ing with wide strange eyes at the genu 
on her hands. 

She obeyed him. In a moment sh< ! 
had stripped every ring from her lingers 
and then lie gathered the two pool 
scarred hands in his cold ones, and held 
them to his pale lips. 

"Saved,” he murmured, then he 
smiled as if in answer to something he 
saw, and a moment later he fell asleep, 
and the woman kneeling by his side 
reverently closed his eyes, sobbing, but 
not as one without hope. 

Less than a year ago, and to-day the 
quiet, respe-etable woman who is post- 
mistress in one of our small western 
towns has the good will of every 
citizen. They can see nothing in com- 

mon with her and the terrible woman 

of Dead Man's Gulch except the scarred 
hands from which they receive their 
daily mail. And they know the hon- 
orable history of those sears. — Mrs. M. 
L. llayne, in Detroit Free Press. 

A STRANGE SIGHT. 

Some of the More KeuiiirkHble (ieystrf oi 

the Yellowstone Park. 

From the porch of the little lunch- 
house the tourist sees a strange sight. 
To the right and front of the house, 
across a little interval of verdure arid 
pine-trees, there is a great plain of 
formation which is seemingly covered 
with active geysers. From one end tc 
the other are waving feathers of steam, 
while now and then one of the hot 
fountains shoots its column of water 

high in the air. There are twenty-six 
geysers and four hundred hot springs 
in the basin. It is a wonderful place. 
Vegetation has ceased to exist. The 
barren contents of the earth’s interior 
have been spurted out and have covered 
and killed the soil. It is a great extent 
of white, brown and black desolation. 
Here and there are skeleton trees, dead 
and hardened with the deposits that 
cover the surrounding country. Lord 
Dufferin has said that the plaee gave 
him the impression of some modern city 
that had been overwhelmed and “had 
so lately sunk amid flames into the 
bowels of the earth that, the smoke of 
its ruins was still ascending through 
heaps of smouldering ashes;” and Prof. 
Whitwell has said: “Nowhere else, I 
believe, can be seen on so grand a scale 
such clear evidence of dying volcanic 
action. We seem hr witness the death- 
throes of some great American Encela- 
dus.” 

The geyser that is of most interest to 
the tourist is naturally that whose 
eruptions are most regular, and can 

therefore be depended on. This is Old 
Faithful, that beginning after the man- 

ner of the Fountain Geyser, throws a 

column of water straight into the air 
to a height of about one hundred and 

fifty feet. The most noteworthy attri- 
bute of this geyser is its regularity. By 
actual and careful observation it has 
been found that the eruptions occur at 
an average interval of sixty-five min- 
u tes. 

This geyser is on the left bank of the 
Fire-hole. On tho opposite bank is the 

Beehive, which throws a stream more 

than two hundred feet high. This is 

one of the few geysers that do not 
throw out any rocks, while the water is 
so hot that it evaporates in the air. It 
is safe, therefore, to observe it close at 
hand, while the absence of overflow 
leaves it without terraces at its base, 
which are characteristic of Old Faithful 
and other geysers. The Giantess, 
which is very near the Beehive, is a 

very powerful geyser. Its eruptions oc- 

cur after intervals of about fourteen 
days, and continue with slight inter- 
ruptions for alxiut twelve hours. Rum- 
blings, roarings, and earthquake shocks 
accompany its breakings out, while the 
Beehive, three hundred feet distant, is 
affected by its activity. — llarpcr’* 
Weakly. 

AN ENTERPRISING AGENT. 

lint the Farmer W»» On to Him, ItouMe* 
the Itttg Helped to Induce Him to De- 

part. 
"Talk about new and wonderful 

trees and plants and Reeds,” said the 
enthusiastic agent, "I’ve got a list of 
novelties no enterprising, wide-awake 
farmer can afford to do without!” 

"Have ye?" asked the honest tiller of 
the soil as a strange glitter crept into 
his eye. 

"Yes, sir. I can sell 3-011 a pie plant 
front which you ean grow rninee, cus- 

tard, lemon, cream or any other kind 
of pie while you wait. It is a might3* 
convenient plant to have around be- 
cause one never knows what minute a 

lot of unexpected company may come 

and even the ltest of families are some- 

times caught without a pie in the 
house. ’’ 

"1 guess you’re right,” said the old 
farmer-” 

“And I have here an illustration 
showing a new and wonderful variety 
of strawberry plants, the pollen of 
which hus been crossed with the finest 
grades of pulverized sugar and winter 
wheat flour, thus producing the com- 

pleted short-cake all ready for the ta- 
ble. The picture, as you see, is very 
attractive, but it does the subject no- 

wheres near justice.” 
,-Hev ye got a sample of the cake 

with ye?” asked the confiding farmer. 
"Sorry, but I just gave the last piece 

to a man 1 met half-mile down the 
road and to whom 1 sold a large num- 

ber of the plants, as he is going to open 
a restaurant next spring. Hut,” con- 

tinued the agent, “here are other 
things equally as wonderful and de- 
sirable. I ean sell 3’ou egg plants that 
will produce ducks, chickens, geese, 
turkc3fs and all sorts of fowls. I have 
bird seed from which 3-011 can grow 
every tiling from hummingbirds to bald 
eagle!" 

"All from the same lot "o seed?” in- 
quired the farmer. 

“Oil, yes, to be sure," answered the 
agent. "It’s mixed bird seed you see. 
And I have horse chestnuts that will 
produce a livery stable in ninety days. 
And plum and apple trees that yield 
an abundance of pudding and dump- 
lings all read3r to oe eaten. I have 
also a variet3- of peach tree that was 

budded with a preparation of ground 
tin, and now it produces the peaches 
all put up in cans ready for winter 
use.” 

"Well, I'll jest he hanged ef that 
ain't an idee?’’ said his listener. "Any 
can opener grows with it?” he added. 

"Well, no. I'll not deceive you,” said 
the agent, "by sai-ing there is. but we 

hope soon to remedy that defect.” 
“Wall, let me tell ye, stranger,” said 

the honest old farmer, “ye're way be- 
hind the times. The last agent 'at was 

here had them ready-canned peach 
trees, and with every can there'J * row 

a can-opener, a corkscrew, a peneil- 
shurpener and a stump-puller. No can- 

opener, eh? Well, 1 can’t buy of you, 
’cause I don't want my neighbors to 
know I’m fool enough to buy old-fash- 
ioned, back-number trees that are clear 
out o’ style. They’d gimme the laugh 
sure.” And then turning to a freckled- 
faced boy who had been listening at a 

safe distance, lie said: "Hennie, letTige 
out of the barn. He hasn’t had noth- 
ing to eat for three days.” 

And the tree man departed.—Peck’s 
Sun. 

(irrat Kiprrtationi. 
Six or seven bootblacks were shoot- 

ing craps on the sidewalk in front of a 

business house the other evening when 
the manager of the establishment 
came along. 

“Hoys,” he said, “this will never do. 
You'll have to move away from here.” 

“Please don’t break up de game jist 
now, mister,” pleaded the business- 
like urchin with the muffler about his 
neck. "Dere’s only one kid wot ain’t 
broke!”—Chicago Tribune. 

No Need. 

“See here,” exclaimed the red-headed 
woman, in wrath, “if you ain’t out of 
this yard in ten minutes, I declare I'll 
ruu this umbrella down your throat 
and open it.” 

“There ain't a bit (f use of that, 
mum,’’ responded Dtstaal Dawson; 
“anybody that’s as dry inside as 1 am 

ain’t neodin' no umbreller in him.’’— 
Indianapolis Journal. 

Female Friendship. 
Jennie (who is homely)—I wonder il 

the toboggan craze will be as popular 
as ever this coming %vinter. I hope so. 

Fannie (who is pretty) —I don’t won- 

der you hope so. Even very plain girls 
look handsome In [a toboggan suit.— 
Texas Siftings. 

To Pat It blfTareotly. 
She—Well, there’s no accounting for 

tastes. I suppose he just got stuck on 

her and married. 
Hu—Now, I should say he married 

her and got stuck. — Brooklyn Life. 
I 


